This is Glasgow 1990, year 2 of the Poll Tax._ 

Tle eat Lar toms {7 te, Cth 19FO a Cie A wa eyes 
Mhat—we"1e=here-to—ceLebrate =in~-1990 is 100 years of May Day. 
From Chicago 1890 to Glasgow 1990. 100 years of working class 
revolutionary struggle. 


Because Glasgow is a working class city - probably the working 
class city par excellence. That is one fact that bears 
reiteratiom. Because that is one fact the powers that be in 
Glasgow, for their own ends and objects, would Like us to 
forget. 


They've even employed Saatchi and Saatchi to help us to forget. 


At heavy cost to the public purse Glasgow's image is to be 
overhauled and tarted up so that financial services can 
flourish, up-market shopping mails thrive and high-priced 
luxury flats proliferate to the glory of capitalism. 


But we won't forget. We refuse to forget. That's why we're 
here, with Workers City, to remember. 


This place here - from Fleshers Haugh downwards - this place, 
the Green, which the Labour Council are getting ready to hand 
over to millionaire property developers to turn into a 
Disneyland for yuppies - this place is at the heart of the 
working class tradition in Glasgow. 


It was here the people of Glasgow fought and won the battle for 
free assembly and free speech in the Green. It is that hard-won 
right we are exercising tonight “ 


Glasgow's past is a grim enough chronicle. But it must never be 
ignored and forgotten, not by the working class. Because 
everywhere in the Glasgow story you find the spark of defiance 
- it bursts up afresh with every new generation. It is that 
light, that fire, they want to dowse if they can or at least 
keep hidden. 


For alongside the poverty and disease and wasted lives here in 
Glasgow was the heroism of the poeple who resolutely engaged 
reaction and put Glasgow in the vangaurd of revolution. The men 
and women who rejected partliamentary opportunism and sought to 
advance the people's struggle in the work-place and in the 
streets. 


The trials for treason and sedition which mark Glasgow's 
history tell their own story. It is not a libel on Glasgow but 
her vindication. But times have changed, or so we're told. 


Certainly, modes of repression and control have changed. The 
new capitalist-controlled computer technologies exploit and 
impoverish and degrade us in ways which were hardly imaginable 
even fifty years ago. yet it is still repression for all that. 
It is still exploitation. It is still impoverishment. And it 
is still degradation. 


Today working-class Glasgow is for the most part de- 
industrialised Glasgow. De-indusrialised Glasgow is living in a 
distant scheme, without amenity and without community, and 
waiting for the giro. 


In the long term waiting for the giro must lead to a kind of 
social sterility, a social death, with all the outlets for 
creative social involvement blocked off: and time not for 
making in and growing in but filled only with unrelieved 
waiting: like the prisoner without a release date. 


The damaging impact on people's health, physically and 
psychologically, is well known. Indeed it says a great deal for 
the resilience of spirit in the unemployed population that 
social and psychological distortions are not even more 
prevalent than we see today. 


But one thing is certain. the situation as it exists today is 
admirably suited for the effective control and administration 
of the population. That's what it's all about. 


The demoralised working class is without muscle, without 
mobility in any direction except down, and has even been robbed 
of its own authentic voice. » 


Communications technology, partricularly television, owned and 
controlled by the multi-nationals and the state, makes this a 
simpler task than in the past. The renowned working-class 
social-cultural cohesion and shopfloor solidarity, have been 
largely smashed by the breakup of the old tenement communities 
and by the terror of mass unemployment. 


Progressive strains in working class culture are everywhere 
being vitiated. In our de-socialised neo-technical age the 
political bureaucracy, through the mass media, is able to 
assimilate and render benign most forms of popular 
disaffection. In post-tv politics evewn protest which has 
honest intent can easily become something very like complicity. 


But whilst working-class Glasgow is in a kind of death, middle- 
class Glasgow is in the throes of regeneration. The Labour 
Council knows where it stands. There is no capitalist 
enterprise of any kind that will not be looked upon favourably 
if it comes under scrutiny for a grant. Pat Lally, that well- 
dressed philantropist, has publicly admitted that the council 
sold off many prime sites at rock bottom prices, and other 
prime sites they just gave away for nothing. 


In fact, in 1990 you could say the whole of Glasgow is up for 
sale. Come on, they tell us, play the game, the wine bar 
economy is all we've got and it's blossoming, so don't start 
knocking it for Christ's sake. So no more libels on Glasgow, 
please! 

We mustn't frighten off the millionaire developers, the 
financial whizz kids and the yuppie entrepreneurs! We must make 
Glasgow the happy land of yuppiedom! 


The Scottish tourist board chairman, Mr Devereaux: “The city's 
spectacular renaissance has put it in the premier league of 
tourist destinations worldwide! This should ease the 
unemployment as there will soon be plenty of jobs in hotels and 
restaurants throughout the city." 


Mr Devereux, like Pat Lally, likes to think of Glasgow as ¢he 
Florence on the Clyde. Maybe they even believe it. But whether 
they believe it or not, that little statement shows just how 
shallow and poverrty-stricken the council's vision of the great 
new Glasgow is. After two centuries of brutal industrialisn, 
with all its miserable corruption and destructiveness in terms 
of human life and the living environment, this is the acme of 
bourgeois progress: they can turn welders into waiters. 


But you can't manipulate a people, a culture, and a tradition 
as easily as that. 


What is vital for us in tradition is not merely, as we are so 
often told, that it is our past. No. We must make certain the 
same spark that once gave it life 


like the fire that bleezed up wi John MacLean 


that same spark can be struck anew by us to give us life in our 
own time. Otherwise the past is just a cloying encumbrance, a 
nostalgic wank, an academic passtime. 


It should speak to us of resistance to the official fakery of 
the state in all its manifold forms - even if it is only to 
invent a fakery of our own but one that opens up the world for 
all the people everywhere and gives our best and most creative 
energies the possibility of fulfilment. 


It should speak to us of revolt against the oxbow authority has 
yoked us in, in body as well as in spirit, where we stand duped 
by fear and distrust of our own selves, fit only for eager 
subservience and our only song a hosanna to hierarchy. 


And it should speak to us of the one struggle worthy of every 
man and woman today, as it has been throughout all ages past - 
the struggle for the ultimate social, cultural and economic 
integrity of all humankind. 


It is a tradition which the establishment and the media like to 
romanticise into caricature historically, but at the same time 
root out, castigate and belittle in the contemporary scene, 


For it is a tradition which re-emerges defiantly with every new 
generation. 


It is the tradition of working class people refusing to be 
Passive and cowed and mute, compliant victims of the political 
bureaucracy and all agog for the Westminster charade. 


It is the tradition of grassroots solidarity and total distrust 
of power and officialdom: of uncompromising resistance to the 
State's authority in every sphere of life and no matter who is 
weilding it. 


It is in this tradition all social, economic and political 
advancement of working class people originally took seed. It is 
here with us now. It is a seed the people in power would like 
to see trampled underfoot forever, for they, better than 
anybody know its potency as a weapon against them. 


results. That is the one incontestable fact in the history of 
the working classes, Surely it is time we stopped looking 
elsewhere. The answer is here now. 


